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“Grace happens. 


It’s true. Grace surrounds us. ae new / life io od life. From ihe beaming eyes 
of a child, wide-eyed with wonder, to the smiling face of a kind, elderly woman. 
Simple grace. Gentle grace. Grace our — Rows and loves. Grace for- 
eign to notions of Jesus and the cross, _ 


But that kind of grace surrounds us as s well The kind of grace that makes old life 
into new life. Sunday school grace. -Redemptive grace. Forgiving grace. 
Joyous grace. Grace that sets us free with the good news of the gospel. Grace ~ 
foreign to notions of dogma, systematic theology. and foursy| apie words. _ 


But that kind of grace surrounds us as well. Grace that can ake new life bain 
difficult and weary, and more solid and satisfying. Complicated grace. 
Enriching grace. Gut-level grace. Grace that we can get a hold of, wrestle, 

and maybe come away limping. Or flying. Grace oe To oe of canned 
answers and five-and-dime solutions, : 7D 


Most of us in this community understand grace to ae all that is mentioned 
above. We understand grace in the eyes of a child. We understand the | joyous 
Christian concept of grace. We know how it feels and we have learned, and 
are learning, how to think about i 


The Testament has set out this year to become an outlet for creative expressions 
of theology and faith, believing that it takes more than just academic eyes to 
see the Truth. John Donne, poet extraordinaire, once wrote oy 


On fe} : huge hill, 
Cragged and steep, Truth stands, and he that will 
Reach her, about must, and about must go.... Satire 3, Religion,” 79-81) 


Even though a full understanding of grace may be slightly out of reach, we must 
reach for it still. And so the subject of this issue, which Is the first of this academic 
year, is grace, and what follows is a collection of work inspired by the notion of 
grace. So open your mind and your heart, flip through the pages, reach for 
grace, and maybe grace will reach for you. 


For the editors, 
Bart Norman 





cover photo by Chad Mullet Bauman 
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Floating Home 


by Gavin Van Horn, M.Div. Junior 


plunged under in a frightened baptism 
unaware of direction 
vaguely sensing change 
But the stream was cool, a crispy, gentle breeze of water 
| could stand on my own -- | found 
the assurance of the ground. 
Excited by the struggle 
Fighting against a mild current 
| trod on 
spying a spot 
and spring-cleaning my head 
| fought. 


Though the stream eroded my endurance 
| knew a specific direction 
would weather any annoyance, 

a boy (and pride) can overcome. 
But the waters ever-deepened 

the bed | made steepened 
the colder the flow 
the stronger the numb -- until | was dumb 
(and deaf for that matter; one can’t hear 
above the pitter-patter of applause). 


| slipped 
God how could |? 
give these feet strength; can‘t you hear, can’t you heal! 
stone-like, | sank---far below the bank 
choking, drunk on acidic water 


flailing, 
groping, 
dropping 
farther 
Until... 
| gave in 


resisting the urge to swim, 

| slowly rose -- brushing by the bloated -- 
pierced the surface and 

floated home 
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The 


Mercury Moon 
Billy Webster, M.Div. Junior 


Lord as you hang from the mercury moon 
Lord as i fall from the heat in the sky 
you keep appearing in each of my dreams 
higher you fly until just out of reach 
lift as the temperature lifts a dull head 
soft as a curtseying dress made of words 


Lord you are twice as much friend as a star 
bending to whisper your hurricane secrets 
still as the oceans and younger than infants 
sweetness and subtle and never oppressive 
more than transcending my life of abuse 
you are electric, your promise is urgent 


Lord you are present, unopened through history 
spiritual bith and rebirth are a mystery 
sheep lack your vision but lambs can paint vistas 
canvas on fire with our watered baptisms 
we disregard what our ancestors died for 
you call out ghosts and our phantoms come running 


Lord you are with us and still Keep on coming 
some think that three nails and death should have killed you 
some ask for earth as you offer them heaven 
twisting your plans till they're shaped like two fingers 
one points to life through a dream half-delivered 
one points to us half asleep in our wombs 


THE TESTAMENT, NUMBER 1, 1997-1998 





Country Church 


by Scott Rasnic, M.Div. Junior 


A cracked bent preacher man ascends 
swelling god to pulpit ready 
to unleash the wrath of Heaven 
on the god-damned drove of sin 


The preacher rips open the book 
God's black cracked hell bent deity 
spews forth razors of grace for souls 

Willing to deny self of self 


Sweat pours from prophet’s ridged brow 
Face erupting with every breath 
Calling down fury Lord’s chosen 

Vehicle of full gospel rage 


Triumphant god of Man descends 
Proudly taking comfort in his 
Victory 


HEAVEN or HELL? You do the 
choosing. If you are lost, and would 
like to get your name written in God’s 
“Book of Life’, so you can miss THE 
BURNING HELL, simply trust Him 
now, and pray “Lord Jesus forgive 


me of my sins, come into my heart 2 

this moment and save me. Amen.” av THE. 
Please send this tract to us to letus | Sey 

know that after reading it, you have re! ; 

decided to trust Jesus Christ as your senate Tox 


Saviour. et 
Name By 4 HELL 


Ge erred TORTURED LOST SOULS 
: Y “P20 BURNING FOREVER! 
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Some Old Bones 
travelogue by Kent Annan, M.Div. Middler, on September 6, 1997 


The bones of St. Ambrose -- garbed in tattered robe and beside a now impotent but 
once power-wielding gold staff -- lay about 20 feet ahead of me on a marble slab in a 
Milan church crypt. Now if only this were to continue as a descriptive essay par excel- 
lence. Sorry, but |’m way too self-centered for that. Motivation for picking up pen is 
that tirelessly nagging awareness of what a poor-attempt-at-being-a-Christian | am. 


| believe in miracles. Abstractly and theologically and with C.S. Lewis backing | don’t 
doubt that God is intrusively and benevo- 
lently active on this planet. Presently | long 
for the verity of those old reports of mirac- 
ulous relics: bits of cross, Shrouds of Turin, 
cloaks of prophets, bones of saints. 
Especially, as you'll sympathize considering 
my seat, bones of saints. If only they could 
heal and save. Damn the enlightenment 
and science for stealing that from me! 


If | thought it would work | would immedi- 
ately drop this ink, scale the iron-rod 
fence, kick crack shatter the protective i 
glass box. Then quickly, as cathedral staff 7 /iKREe~. amy, 
and tourists and resident nuns came a-run- i : S\\ \ Wire 
ning, | would NOT just reach out and gin- BN \\ | ‘ 
gerly touch the skeleton’s right-hand 
pointer-finger at the second joint, though 
I'm sure this would work nicely. No. | 
would fully embrace those remains and 
press his cheek-bone to my cheek, his skull 
to my temple and ear, then his protruding 
jawbone to my lips. My hairy chest with 
heart th-thumping to his vacuous cage. 
Hips to hips. (And though this pasition 
could suggest, please refrain from thought 
of necrophilia. | confess libido over-arousal by sun-bathed Italian beauties outside 
who wear scarce any material (if it were fur they’d sure be saving the animals!)that is 
oh-so-tight; bra optional. But none of this has spilled into the surrounding narrative.) 
Bony knee of mine to bony knee of his. 


YX 





Of course his bones are brittle which is natural after 1600 years even if he did drink 
enough milk, but he does not need them anymore. | do. So! wouldn’t want to crush, 
but quite honestly, the pressing need is my healing. So hug the Saint | would, not offer- 
ing to God diminutive “if’s” or “according to your everlasting mercy’s” or “with sugar 
on top and if it is in your will’s”. My brash-sounding, cathedral-echoing prayer would 
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reverberate something like: “GOD. See how I’m wrapped around this Saint? Likewise 
wrap YOURSELF around ME! I’m sucking marrow and expecting heavenly nourishment. 
So let ME have it!” 


By now a stunned crowd would have gathered though thoughts about the thoughts 
of others should be irrelevant when one’s relationship with self and God is in shreds. 
Plus, they'd be screaming in Italian (unintelligible to me) and scared to scale the iron- 
rod fence with speared tops (capable of impaling). 


Verily, verily, | would embark on this zealous plan if | believed it could help. The risk of 
faith is always more dangerous than the often celebrated refuge of doubt, but in my 
condition it seems worth a shot. And if | gambled on the possibility and threw in all the 
chips of faith | could muster... and it worked not? Far more crushed would | be than 
Ambrose’s old bones. 


Instead? | sit wishing | could weep a flood so that rainbow would follow, but tears are 
dry. Instead? Silence. Instead? | write in hope of discovery and change, but still sit 
here with pen and paper -- the same bastard | was 10 minutes ago. The bones rest 
peacefully only 20 feet away. So instead? Instead | whimper a tangled prayer; mean- 
der out of the cathedral. 


Actually the skeleton, | discovered a day later, belongs to Ambrose’s disciple while the 
Saint’s lay hidden in the marble tomb below. So maybe it’s best | didn’t try. Maybe. 
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Grace: A True Story 
by Bessie E, Coleman, M.Div. Middler 


My voice was gone; 

It’s tale was lost. 

My hope was hidden in the cross. 
| whispered low 

And barely sang, 

For beauty failed 

And mem'ry waned. 


| heard a man 

Tell of his woe 

In tenor hoarse 

And volume low; 

He read God’s word, 
Said healing’s gone, 
And that which was 

No longer shone. 


He preached defeat 

To comfort find 

And strained for meaning 
From his mind, 

But as he pressed 

To right ‘God's slack’ 

He heard with awe 

His voice come back. 


With disbelief 

He cried to see 

That God who listened 
Set him free; 

In spite of doubt, 
Without a prayer, 

God's love poured forth 
In healing care. 


Have we begun 

To preach and say 
That all God's miracles 
Passed away? 

Be still and know; 

God is yet real; 

God still does miracles; 
God still will heal. 
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Westminster Abbey (Inside Cloister) 
by kris kK. Miller, M.Div. Middler 
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Child Awake 


by Mark Looyenga, M.Div. Midaler 


sitting in an angry chair anticipating pain; sucked into soul’s vacuum black. 
the sonic echo of teeth’s gnashing surrounds -- vibrations of futures’ attack. 
fists clench tight with green flame’s rage; but, stone-eyed calm irons shut this heart's 
cage. 


the world such fury has not seen; on this day -- senses keen. 
blood of ages past drips warm once more as stale air’s rotful stench repeats, this 
futures-war. 
looking not back at those bodies slain -- 
salty sweat may burn these eyes, but blind numbness calms this brain. 
every muscle and bone is focused fo survival’s way in this, a never ending day. 


but how long can this mind's intensity be held? how long until the fall? 
muscles and mind fighting in paralysis as hell’s steel jowls, drool and call. 
its icy fingers wrapping around this throat. 
a mocking wall -- blood-stained words of questions wrote: 
have | swindled myself? have | played the fool? 
this spiral implodes deeper into itself -- ripping and grinding flesh, into gruel. 
what am |? did | used to know? 


A voice speaks -- the Paraclete 
| give love of triune fellowship, empathy and retreat. 
As | point to the One whose sacrifice can free you from self-death, 
| will fill you with his power -- strength of form and breath. 
lam convictor of your rebellious way; breaker of your pride. 
Because you raise your fist in anger -- this is why you die. 


Your actions and identity are not one and the same -- 
Though fulfillment of both is the reason he came. 
see not this paradox of what true humanity has to do? 
It’s not your growing into Christ but Christ growing in you. 


thunderwaves rolling, knock me from my chair. 
into the womb -- veins’ lightning burn returns me there. 
hurricane’s firewind melts my face as this gut-cord together binds in his grace. 


in the bottom of nothingness, feeble knees fold, from my hands’ twisting, turning spear 
self-inflicted death -- vacuous no longer. my nail scars disappear .. . 
as | focus my eyes upon him, in his costly mirror of blood. 
the new is revealed -- old washed away -- by the Spirit’s cleansing flood. 


yet, the inviting scent surrounds me still from that ghostly gnarled tree -- 
as lustful self-indulgence grows once more eating my soul free. 
a tug at the center; a question in my ear -- Isn’t that hell’s hideous howl you hear? 
but the aroma of its promise is so familiar and sweet and the fruit so shiny, that | take it 
and eat. 
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one bite in stubborn pride returned -- voices blur in my ears. 
like a favorite meal, | consume my deepest rage and fears. 
my teeth jam shut. | cannot spit. lips dry and cracked with slime and grit. 
bitter venom thick; seeping acid on the center-string. 
am | left only with death’s cold, hollow sting? 


swallowing hard with a barrel -- spinning chaotic black. 
internal pain explodes white fire -- falling on my back 
breath leaves with a silent hiss, descendant to the depths of judas’ kiss. 
my skin shrivels as maggots squirm and bore. 
the waves’ burning gush burrow out my eyes once more. 


But a calm whisper sends tremors; as walls begin to quake. 
The living God Is speaking .. . Child Awake! 
Do you not see spoken word entering this day, delivering future from slavery’s past 
decay? 
lam speaking the first. | am speaking the last. 
No escape from the love of Christ -- indeed, you cannot run that fast. 


Oxo} Ul al ilale Mm w=1e) e) (= 
by Billy Webster, M.Div. Junior 


mavo(oman\vaiiant= 
Ko) ma (olyiialem ia\=me] Ke] Ol>se) mi aa\val ©)ce) ani i>) 
i(omexe save Ne) nm (0) (e109 (0) 
Ware lmmanl(elavmicre!s 
be it lust for my twenty-fifth year 


but if it 
only grows Tiny 
in time 
lia>jam ial ©) fille laver= 
it must increase 
folate Me)al ami wiinalanlialep 
in brilliance... 


what tepid rights 
iromes(ellan) 
ial 
(eo) me || ele \\A5 
iS) |= a) 
3) aD) 


Now. 





The Editors would like to thank all those who contributed fo this issue of The Testament. 
The next issue will be entitled “Innocence and Experience.” We encourage you to con- : 
tribute any creative works that deal, however indirectly, with this subject. We are espe- 


cially seeking visual art to complement literary pieces. The deadline for submissions will 
be Friday, December Oth. 
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PERIENCE 


The title of this issue, “Innocence and Experience,” Conjures up many 
images in our minds. Perhaps we think of people who display both inno- 
cence and experience. We think quickly of infants and the elderly. Yet 
experience does not necessarily come with age. Neither does growing 
old need to destroy one’s innocence. Maybe we think of innocence as 
ignorance and experience as wisdom. There is certainly some truth in 
that, but not all experience leads to wisdom and not all ignorance comes 
from innocence. Innocence and experience are not so easily compart- 
mentalized as mutually exclusive polar opposites. As Christians we are 
offen quick to equate innocence with goodness and purity and experi- 
ence with the evil taint of the world. So we shelter ourselves and each 
other from the reality that surrounds us. It is true that experience is risky. 
Experience assaults us, it challenges us, it stretches us and forces us to see 
our environment in new ways. But yet there is ultimately something to be 
gained by it. Perhaps experience gives us a more profound sense of what 
it means to be innocent. Jesus calls us to “Be wise as serpents and inno- 
cent as doves” (Matthew 10:16). From where does our experience 
come? And from where our innocence? Ils it possible to be both experi- 
enced and innocent? Is it possible to be as wise as the serpent without 
experiencing some of its ways? Is it possible to experience some of its 
ways without becoming like the serpent? These are just a few of the ques- 
tions explored by the contributors of this issue of The Testament. Enjoy. 





For the Editors, 
Chad Mullet Bauman 
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YOU DON'T HAVE TO GO ANYWHERE 
(BUT YOU CANT STAY HERE) 


Billy Webster, M.Div. Junior 


let me understand 
all that children understand 
for children take harsh words 
and turn them into nursery rhymes 
the very concealment of their thought 
is a revelation of divine pleasure 


i make no claims to be child or prophet 
for prophecies can be childish 
and children can be prophetic 
i make no claims to be innocent or sinful 
for sinners are sometimes unaware 
and innocence can be a sin 


i come to you as one among you 
my world can be heaven 
and my hell can be earth 
i arrive not from judgment 
and i come not for judging 
for evil is decisive 
and courtrooms breed blasphemy 


i love your music because 
you keep it coming from sacred space 
i dare not touch with hands or opinions 
i love you because you are free of yourself 
and an empty heart sounds like a phone at 4 a.m. 
so why Lord do so many people want to win 
when all i want to do is play? 
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walking DC. 


Scott Rasnic, M.Div. Junior 


a train carries us Away 
from the day’s only 
taste of suburbia 


a kettle of 
strangers 
chesty blonde 
mating with headphones 
hindu girl staring down 
a 7-foot tall sweaty black man 
many a wall street journal 
3 piece life 
so focused on 
self 
train stops 


steel leviathan expels us into the 
streets of america 


crowd of dirty beggars 
. | know you got money boy 
keep walking! 
GODDAMMIT DON'T YOU STARE AT ME! 
Don't stare! 
heart breaking whores 
homeless jazz man living off his wind 
people ignored walked on 
lignore... 
walking down 
pennsylvania avenue pinnacle 


of the american dream 


box houses next to a big white one 
god bless his damn america 
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Innocence on the Edge of Experience 


Craig Hunter, M. Div. Junior 


lam riding through the clouds, the wind whipping my face as | whiz through vibrant, 
green foreign lands listening with a contented smile fo the minds of foreign travelers, 
alone, unique, a member of many. | welcome the rain, | want to bear my breast to it. 
lam happy, bursting from the thrill of simplicity. 

| seize the moment and love everyone, love time itself, love the flow and even the 
ebb of the tide, love the process of life itself, however beyond my reach it is. As | fly 
through the clouds now it feels only half an arm’‘s reach away. 

| will take the confusion, the doubt, the fear the pain of separation from myself and 
others. For the moment at least, | have learned the lesson of the Gulag, content to sit 
in a cramped position with nothing but uncertainty lying up the road. 

Recapturing the childhood wonder | have so frequently lost, | sense that anything can 
happen. And! embrace my fear. | want to kiss the girl, not just in spite of my Confu- 
sion and reticence but because of it. 

| want to scream, to bless the world with the breath that flows through me. 

1am a writer of psalms, a swimmer of the deep, a sun-bronzed sprite, a mountaintop- 
proclaimer. 

lam in heaven, | am a child without worries, | exalt in countless millennia of ongoing 
creation, |am beyond the grasp of time. 

Ahh, breathe it in, and breathe it out again. 

An enlightenment of a sort. 


GOD’S BITS OF STEEL 


Billy Webster, M.Div. Junior 


every thing that surrounds’ us 
echoes with the creative power 
found within each human _ being 
little room atey remains 
for any ) God’s Vo) a 


we areWe) stolen Jefe) tire] ah es 
and we have buried deeply 
als truth ) creation 
Yo om 0] =11(-) aummn (oN |'0) 6-01] ONO] 0] e-1-1)V/-1-) 





6 THE TESTAMENT, NUMBER 2, 1997-1998 





the visible path 


Billy Webster M.Div. Junior 
































how much would i pay for the sky? 
| wouldn't 

not for the world 

how long before i should like to die 
to see, to dream, to be, to feel 

to each i'll go in case they know 


strong winds come 

they blow and blow 

still no One realizes how quiet | am 
until no one hears me 


just because my eyes are closed Pe sselaiilels 


does not mean that i am sleeping Gee PURnO OM DIV Junior 


Remember that night in Addis Ababa 
When the priests revolted 

olaleMiaiom mOsii=/mciaio1>) OM ielel(-1e 

ola a= mre) © me) mre) 45 

down Revolutionary Avenue 

like dead leaves 

olae lame lselelaminicis 


so the fly buzzing ‘round my head 
how could it? 

for a flower is so much more beautiful 
each touched by the hand of God 
sO close 

but never touching one another 


Wie Nore Mo). (@lols(oia\exomarelmallelall 
under the nose of the pouring rain 
folate Manle(el—m (enc mromic-\-1maale ie 
ale} me|(o lama milmele|ayol6|\s 


one cares and one Is 

one cries and one sits 

one loves and one is loved 
one dies and one dies 

so tell me 

why is if so much easier to see something 
when i don’t look directly at it? 


iiat=mrelaalia\-mere|ae|esme|(-me]|ele\~1o mare)\A 
everyone’s gone home 

from the terrorist vacation, 

olU mM ial—me|ares1m e)[U(-m(e]aimelm=\Vclallale 

Sil ieke lm ialcele lela miat= mel lt 

I <om @)£@ i=) msn ale) <o¥ 

Tanliate|iale mani me)melUR 


and why does my hatred fret me? 
a deeper cut 

yet a scratch so shallow 
a wound not ending 
which never began 
Q visible path 

that none can follow 
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Laurie Cox, M.Div. Senior 
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The Terror at Princeton 


(In Honor of H.P. Lovecraft) 
Kevin Taylor M.Div. Senior 


The horrifying ramifications of the events of the fall of 199- are still with me. With the interven- 
ing three years, they remain as clear as day, despite the fact that my mind always seems to 
be enveloped in a foggy dusk. My various doctors and psychiatrists have been able to do lit- 
tle for my condition, and we all know that | am failing. Is this a memoir? Maybe. Dr. Johnson 
recommended trying to write the events down; no doubt it was some bizarre methodology for 
the modern exorcism of demons which we call counseling, but | found it an intriguing idea 
nonetheless. Perhaps writing it down would help, at least maybe convince me that things truly 
happened as | remember they did and aren't some tremendous deception. John Michael 
and | are the only surviving witnesses to the entire story, and he has yet to emerge from the 
coma that has claimed him since that cold November night. | am the only one who can fell 
the tale, if it is even worth felling. What if it leads to further evil? | do not want to be more 
responsible than | already am. No, | must leave such considerations behind me. It is too late 
for me to be pricked by a conscience. 


| entered Princeton Theological Seminary in that fateful fall, an excited first-year student eager 
to learn the ancient craft of ministry. | had grown up a preacher's kid— a PK in seminary ver- 
nacular— and had always been expected to go to seminary. | had neither objected nor 
assented, but done what seemed the most logical thing to do. Although | had no great love 
for God or people, neither did | have a dislike for any of them. Ministry seemed as good a 
vocation as any, so | consented to the parental pressure placed upon me. As is the Custom at 
Princeton Seminary, a few unlucky seminarians are housed with roommates in Alexander Hall. 
It is a strange setup; there is an outer room, with a door to the outside hallway of the building, 
and there is an inner room which is accessible only through the outer room, having no exit of 
its own to the hallway. Thus, one person lives in the outer room, and one in the inner. When | 
arrived in late September, | found my roommate already moved in. And that is how | first knew 
of John Michael Rogers. 


When | arrived, he was not there. It was evident that he was already moved in; he had 
claimed the inner room, obviously the preferable choice due to its greater privacy, and: had 
already attached various things upon the door to his room. | looked at them with interest and 
curiosity. They were mostly postcards from strange places, odd German and Swiss towns. 
Strange, though, that they were none that were well-known to most of the general public. 
Places like Gertn, Tasmania; Valaslad, Germany; Krakken, Austria; Britter, Switzerland. They 
were ugly names, | was no xenophobe, but still | was repelled by the names. They would not 
be on my European travels, if ever | was fortunate enough to make such a trip. For some rea- 
son unknown to me, | was possessed by an immediate curiosity, and | tried the door. It was - 
locked. Strange, | thought— why would he lock the door? What had he to fear at a semi- 
nary, or from a roommate whom he had fo trust by the nature of our living arrangements? | 
decided he must be a very private person, and dismissed the events from my mind and 
began to move my things into my room.. 

Later in the evening, | met my mysterious roommate. John Michael was tall and lean, in his 
late twenties, with dark hair and eyes. He had a sharp, aristocratic nose and a gaunt face. 
He also had an intensity that was immediately noticeable. He seemed perpetually distracted, 
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as if he was only half-paying attention to you if you were speaking; but, if he should become 
interested in something you said or did, his eyes were suddenly and forcibly upon you with 
such an intense gaze that you became quite uncomfortable. That was my first impression, 
which | found confirmed by others later. | don’t know which was worse, his distracted air or his 
sudden, gazing stare. He was nice enough, though. He had grown up in Arkham, in New 
England, a town which seemed familiar to me, as if | had read the name somewhere in a story, 
but | Knew not where | had encountered it. He helped get the rest of my things settled into the 
seemingly tiny room, and then we decided to venture into the city of Princeton for dinner. He 
had arrived a few days before, and knew of a place with pleasant enough victuals, even if 
they were somewhat pricey. The conversation was like most forced, introductory ones; it 
jerked and halted, like a bad driver at a dangerous intersection, with neither of us saying any- 
thing too revealing. | found out that John Michael was interested in Ph.D. work instead of 
ordained ministry, something which the seminary discouraged but which a large number of 
students pursued. He had grown up alll his life in Arkham, going to Miskatonic University (again, 
a hauntingly familiar name which | could not place) and then spending several years traveling 
through Europe. | revealed my own perfunctory details about my life. One thing does stand 
out from the conversation, though. When | asked John Michael why he chose Princeton 
Seminary over others his reason— instead of being the financial advantage, or the famous city 
which the school inhabits, which most.people give— he said instead, , “The archives collec- 
tion.” | was surprised. | didn’t know that we even had any archives. “Why yes,” he respond- 
ed,” the seminary collections is quite thorough and... complete. Many valuable works which | 
have been unable to find anywhere else. Miskatonic University used to have such a collection, 
but it was lost in a fire at the turn of the century.” It was an odd reason, | thought, but | 
assumed he was a thorough student who had read a lot and knew what he wanted. 


| guess that’s one reason that he worked at the library— to be near those damned books. 
Later, | was to realize what sorts they were, when he began to steal some of the volumes from 
the school— awful tomes, such as the writings of the mad Arab Abdul... But! stray too far 
ahead. He did work in the library, and we began the fall term together. We had one of those 
good roommate relationships, where we moved in different circles with different friends and 
thus never tired each other with constant company. | would see him around in classes, and 
we would chat, but the only times | really saw him were infrequently when we were in the 
room together. | enjoyed his company and presence, though, as | would like to think that he 
did. And so the first few weeks passed. 


John Michael had few friends at Princeton Seminary. Again, he was nice enough, and people 
seemed to like him, but he never bonded with any of them. | was probably his best friend on 
campus, as distant as we were. He had several friends at Princeton University’s Graduate 
School, ominously set on a hill a short distant from the seminary. How he met them, | do not 
know, but they were seen around from time to time, a misshapen bunch of angst-ridden stu- 
dents, in his company. John Michael was not the only strange person at Princeton Seminary— 
why should | have thought anything wrong with him? How could | have known? Many other ° 
students kept his strange nocturnal schedule. | went to bed early, around 11:00 pm, and he 
always came in after me. | never really knew when he came in, until one fitful night when | 
saw him creeping in at 3:00 am. Now this is not unusual. Even seminarians have a late night 
now and then, due to an excess of either studies or pleasures. But it happened repeatedly, 
and he began skipping the early morning classes to sleep in late, even until after lunch. | 
became a little concerned, but did not want to be an importunate pest. When his schedule 
worsened, and he would come in when | was waking up to go to class, then | got my Courage 
up to confront him. One evening | knocked on the door, knowing he was inside. After a few 
moments, he opened the door and came out. He was in extremely good spirits, downright 


(continued on page 13) 
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LEARNING 


Joe Fanning, M.Div Junior : 


outside 
the tree stands naked 
like a lung with its cover removed. 
the bronchioles hold their breath until 
new life comes. 
earth and sun reach the angle 
where invisible warmth 


penetrates 
the 
dormancy. 
chemicals balance, 
voids are filled, 
life builds, 
buds begin. 


inside 
rows of chairs are empty until eight. 
students come and the rain begins. 
words pour into the dark earth 


seeping through density, 
moistening the soil, | 
permeating the soul, 
renewing turgor until finally... | 





| 
fingers branch out into darkness, 
finding nourishment in the 
disclosure of ignorance. | 
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Down with Litmus 


Gavin Van Horn, M.Div. Junior 


let’s go then, treading tenderly the living carpet 
sinking Our toes deep into the earth 


let’s lie then, and peek under the silhouettes— 

slender arms that stretch against their roots to hold the stars, 

those little lights that blink along the sky’s coastline 

(any massive, self-luminous celestial body of gas that shines by means 
of radiant energy generated within its interior) 


let us sail this breath of air— 

hinting of hazelnuts and rosewood, 

spreading out under its current 

(horizontal and vertical gradients in atmospheric pressure) 


let us wonder at the moon, how she dances 

beaming with joy upon her little ones 

prancing through wispy-skirted clouds 

(a mass of air ascending, expanding adiabatically until its temperature 
falls below dew point, becoming supersaturated) 


she runs silky fingers through our Coarse hair 
gently closing the lids of our eyes 
so we might hear her song better: 


indeed, the chorus! 

harmonized crickets playing violin-knees 

the pipes-not to be outdone-herald the coming of the sun 
and the circle sopranos a fond adieu’ 

while bowing before the rising hue 


let us float against this velvet sky, adorned in crimson majesty 
proud-peacock of the air, flaunting the tail-feathers of glory 

(deceptive appearance caused by the refraction of light waves, scattered 
by dust particles and clusters of gas molecules) 


only then will we dream, together 

rising past the stone-slabs of reality 

riding the froth-salted waves of memory’s sweet aftertaste 

holding fast as one babe in love’s womb 

(rapid eye movement accompanied by a change in brain waves detected by 
an electroencephalograph) 


and for these few precious moments 

let us no longer ponder hermeneutics 
misplaced faith and therapeutics 
disassembled history and all the rest 

we will gulp in the mystery without litmus tests 


12 
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Approaching the Holy of Holies 


(an experiment in negative theology.) 
LERS SAD Ace] 


Steven James Saia, M.Div. Junior 


Chapter I: LORD God Almighty, Father of Son of Man, Spirit 
in eternity, Creator (X: nihilO) of earths & heavens. 


Chapter two: Most High & most present, everywhere & here, 
above & within, in you, in me. 


Chapter 3: Breathe on me Breath of God 


Chapter four: “Look, we have left everything and followed 
you c ” 


Chapter V: Everything. 
Chapter six: Not a thing. 


Chapter. 7 :<.No. thing, 


Chapter eight: Nothing 


Chapter nine: No 
Chapter X: 0 


postscript: All minus All equals all. (equivocating ”all”) 
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The Terror at Princeton (continued from page 9Y) 


jittery in his excitement. It was obviously not a case of depression that was plaguing him. | 
asked him if things were alright, if anything was wrong. He looked at me for a moment, and 
then burst out laughing. “Why you poor fellow!” he exclaimed. “You are worried about me! 
How kind. No, | am fine— actually, wonderful. It is better here than | even thought. Everything 
is great. Don’t worry, | will be in class tomorrow.” He winked at me. He then leaned over 
closely, lowering his voice, saying, “I’m onto something big here, you know. Bigger than | 
thought. | can’t say much else, but the books are proving to be even more helpful than | 
thought. It’s all... coming together.” With that, he disappeared into his room. | was left posi- 
tively unnerved. What in the hell was wrong with him? 


| decided to become a little more adventurous. Why not? Especially after such an enigmatic 
discourse as the last one. John Michael had come to trust me, realizing my respect for his pri- 
vacy and my own preference for this vitue, and he did not lock his door anymore. Was what | 
did a betrayal? | don’t think so. | thought it was harmless, even possibly helpful to him, for me 
to snoop around. So, one time when he | knew he was gone for a while, | opened his door to 
investigate. At first, his room was no different from any other seminarian’s. He had the typical 
collection of books, a few random posters, papers and notebooks scattered on a desk, and 
the ubiquitous $20, fluorescent floor lamp. His room was neater than most students’, organized 
by someone who knew what he wanted and had maximized for that goal. There was no TV or 
computer, there were candles along the window sill, and the bed was on a loft. 


| looked more closely at the books, and if was then that | realized that something was very, very 
wrong. That! was dealing with something beyond any mere oddness, psychological problem, 
or even mental illness. That | was looking at something for which | had no experience, no prole- 
gomenon to even process what | was perceiving. After what | saw, | was surely damned, 
damned in a hellfire of knowledge which | could never remove, knowledge of things too horri- 
ble for anyone to know. There were various books strewn around, some titled A New 
Metaphysics of the Nether Realms, The Book of Common Occultism, Dagon & His Ancient Rites 
and Practices, Seven Cryptical Books of Hsan. A few had titles in unrecognizable languages— 
not Hebrew, or Greek, or Arabic, but something much more sinister and dark, if a language 
could ever be such things. But it— it was a thick, leather-bound book, with a timeless worn look 
that said that it was ageless and would always be ageless, that what was contained was 
beyond time, corruption, or destruction. It had, very simply, the word “Necronomicon” 
embossed on the front. And inside were the most awful things, things that | wish | had never 
seen, that none of the human race had ever, ever seen. There were descriptions... of things... 
of rites, of terrible power... of the great Azathoth and his many minions, and the terrible Yog- 
Sothoth and Hastur the Unspeakable...some descriptions even involved pictures; only the most 
basic of sketchings, but they were still... awful. Creatures, some reminiscent of human beings, 
but more often of reptiles, and aquatic monsters, of beings that didn’t walk, but squelched... | 
could hear the sounds, just looking at them, and the echo of distant waters lapping on a for- 
bidden shore filled my head... my senses reeled, | was washed over by an enormous feeling of 
unreality, my head went light, and still | could hear the sounds of those God-forsaken things, - 
slapping their tentacles and wriggling and coming, coming... 


A car passing by the front of the building snapped me out of my fugue. | had been standing 
there for— twenty minutes? Something like that. | slammed the book shut. Later | would learn 
that it was the dreaded Necronomicon by the mad Arab Abdul Alhazred which | had seen, 
which had cursed me as surely as the outstretched, gnarled hand of some enraged gypsy. 
That tome was infamous in certain circles, and its very existence had been doubted since the 
fire at Miskatonic University had destroyed many of its irreplaceable archives. It was an instruc- 
tion manual, a collection of descriptions and directions of rites for bringing them back to our 
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world. Some had thought that it had been finally destroyed after that fire, but how could we 
have ever doubted such a thing's continued existence? Somehow, they always come back. 
Why in the hell Princeton Seminary possessed a copy was beyond me. Perhaps Archibald and 
Charles were not the strict Christian inerrantists which we at Princeton Seminary had always 
pictured them to be... John Michael’s room, which at first had seemed so innocuous, had 
become starkly ominous. The candles present, the odd rug on the floor, the charts and sym- 
bols on the scattered papers, the ancient chest in the corner— the room had become 
hideous. | fled out of the room, slamming the door behind me. | don’t know if he ever knew 
that | had been in there or not. Of course, it doesn’t matter now. He will be dead, soon, 
regardless of whether the doctors can solve the mystery of his coma, and | won't survive much 
longer. 


There are other things | could tell, but they seem unimportant now. With that accursed book, 
the story soeeds up at a horrendous pace, and the tiny details disappear. Sure, | thought 
about telling someone, but whom? About what? That he had borrowed a book from the 
archives where he worked? That! thought he was engaging in some bizarre and unholy ritual? 
What could | do? | did nothing. | continued at my studies, struggling through the introductory 
classes and the adjustment to seminary life. | began to make a group of friends and settle in 
for the next three years of my life. What concern was John Michael and his odd hobbies to 
me? And so | tried to forget about all | had seen, and poured myself into my new life at 
Princeton Seminary. 


A week or so later, | was returning from downtown Princeton to Alexander Hall, and | was walk- 
ing along the curve where Mercer Street parts from Nassau Street. It was late and dark, and | 
had left a minor revelry at a downtown drinking establishment a little early. | was unconscious 
of any real thought, just passing along the sidewalk | had walked so many times. Then, | real- 
ized | had stopped in front of a building which, strangely, | had never noticed before. It was a 
tall structure with a small portico and pillars in the front. Had it been a church once? It was 
boarded up and abandoned, but not totally in disrepair. It was one of those buildings which is 
unnoticeable until one first takes note of it, and then one has to glance at it every subsequent 
time. | stood, transfixed, staring at the old church. Something about it being abandoned, but 
still on holy ground, still filled with potential power, fascinated me. Why had it been aban- 
doned? What power remained there from the holy rites once performed there? As | stood 
there, pondering these thoughts, | suddenly saw dark shapes scurrying around the back of the 
building. And, God help me, | found myself following them— curious, fascinated, scared, and 
yes, even excited. | followed them, unseen. | don’t know why. Perhaps the adventure of it 
had taken me over, although | have never been especially adventurous before. | thought | 
heard the distant sound of ancient waters slapping on a shore... 


| went in through the same broken back window to the musty, soured basement, long taken 
over by rodents, and ascended the stairs into the sanctuary. And | was not surprised to realize 
that it was John Michael and his strange friends who had entered before me, and who were 
arranging the room for some cultic purpose. No, it didn’t seem strange at all. They still did not 
see me, but they probably would not have cared. They probably would not have been sur- 
prised at my presence, either. 

Dressed in robes, lighting candles, they stood in a circle around a wooden table. John Michael 
raised the accursed book, and began chanting. The actual ritual is somewhat hazy to me 
now, for which | am thankful. There was dancing, and chanting, and incense and many, many 
strange words. | found myself edging towards the group, irresistibly drawn to what was going 
on. Finally, Jonn Michael threw back his head, and with a powerful voice gave the final invo- 
cation to that misbegotten ritual: “la! Shub-Miggurath! Great Cthullu, Shaggoth! Shaggoth! 
Kamog, and the Goat with a Thousand Young!” 


| 
| 
{ 
7 
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A mist appeared, obscuring all but the glow surrounding the small wooden table and the 
Necronomicon. The mist began to swirl, and the sounds of a distant thundering began. A 
heavy smell covered the room, making it hard to process what was going on. An enormous 
lethargy weighed upon me, even as | became increasingly horrified; | was frozen, and yet 
forced to watch the events, like some awful movie which | cannot stop. The room had filled 
with the mist, and an eerie blue light covered the room. And then.the table snapped with the 
weight of something terrible, something that was coming. There were sounds, of many tenta- 
cles slapping and squelching, of some hideous thing moving towards us, like the sounds | had 
heard when | read from the forbidden book, but infinitely worse and infinitely more real. 
Suddenly, | understood. A dimension had been opened, and things were emerging which did 
not belong here. The sounds were truly monstrous now— it had to be huge— 


The slapping sounds were reverberating throughout the room, as well as the small pitter-patter 
of tiny feet. | could still barely see John Michael, holding the book upraised, like a Gospel read- 
ing. | heard several loud thumps, and moaning, and realized that | could no longer see John 
Michael's companions. What had happened to them? Something brushed against me with 
an inhuman cackling, and my arm was wet from its passing. Something flew above me, flap- 
ping like some devilish bat and careening around the small room. 


| was terrified. | was so frightened, so absolutely terrorized at the horror of what was happening 
and what my fate would be in that cursed sanctuary, that | was fairly out of my mind. | ran to 
John Michael and grabbed him, shaking him, screaming at him, but he just grinned, and his 
eyes were wide with excitement and raw power. The book was glowing, and it was... laugh- 
ing? Why did | think it was laughing? A fire of purple flames had erupted on the remains of the 
destroyed table, and it was spreading. | could see the slumped bodies of Jonn Michael's 
friends around it. And then, inexplicably, | grabbed the book from John Michael’s hands— 
something unbelievable to him and to me, as he shrieked in anger and as | screamed in ter- 
ror— and | dashed it upon that netherworld fire. Jonn Michael was screaming in rage at me, 
and he leapt on me and began fo throttle me about the throat, but he was too late. The 
heaviness was lifting, and the mist was evaporating. The monsters howled in a fury, and | heard 
them sliding towards the center of the room, scrabbling along the broken floor. With tentacles 
flailing, they were dragged back into the nether abyss that had once contained them,. One 
wet tentacle slammed into John Michael, knocking him off of me and into the stone wall. He 
gasped and fell unconscious. The crooning and screeching grew louder, and | heard their nails 
scratching along the floor... and then it all suddenly stopped. It was over, and | blacked out. 


| awoke here, in my new home at Princeton Medical Center, and here | remain. John Michael 
is a few floors away, and although | bear him no ill will, | have yet to visit him. Now, even that 
would be near difficult with my present weakness. The police found us there, the three gradu- 
ate school students dead and John Michael and | unconscious. | think the township has 
agreed that it was a bizarre suicide pact, or some other nonsensical explanation for the events. 
The book was not found; whether that is good news or bad, | do not know. All| do know is that 
lam very tired, so tired that | do not care anymore. It is over, and some awful evil has been 
avoided. What care | for the potential fame and glory? Who would believe me? How could | 
desire such things, now that | know such horrors exist? Lethargy has overtaken me. | do not 
care whether the book was destroyed or has been recovered somehow. | do not worry about 
the visions and dreams | have at night, of ancient cabals and distorted creatures, of stars from 
other worlds, and sea animals who fly and have human faces; of myself, swimming through a 
black sea that stretches along a foreboding shore. | do not care that some of those... things... 
from that awful night might have managed to escape into our world after all... that at night, | 
sometimes hear the pattering of tiny feet, and of distant, flapping wings... 


The Editors would like to thank all those who contributed to this issue of The Testament. 
The next issue will be entitled “Faith and Doubt.” We encourage you to contribute any 
creative works that deal, however indirectly, with this subject. We are especially seek- 
ing visual art to complement literary pieces, and would continually welcome more con- 
tributions from the women of PTS. 


Please submit your work on a floppy disk along with hard copy when possible. The 
deadline for submissions will be Friday, February 13th. 


The Testament is a creative outlet for expressions of theology and faith, 
produced by and for the Princeton Theological Seminary (PTS) community 

twice a semester. The views expressed in The Testament are not necessar- 
ily those of the editors or PTS. 


Editors: Bart Norman (SBN 472) 


Chad Mullet Bauman (SBN 336) 


Layout: Jodi Mullet Bauman 
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One of my favorite Bible passages tells the story of a man who had a sick 
child. The man approached the disciples for help, hoping they could 
make his son well. After they were unable to help the boy, the man went 
to Jesus. Jesus told him that his son could be healed, and that anything 
could be done for the one who believes. To this the man exclaimed, "I 
believe; help my unbelief!" (Mark 9:24), 


We know that Jesus did heal the man's son, but | wish we knew more 
about this man. | am intrigued by him. The clarity with which he articu- 
lates the tension between his belief and unbelief, his faith and doubt, is 
profound. His honesty is both reassuring and inviting for me. 


His honesty reassures me because | know that honest wrestling with the 
tension between my faith and doubt does not isolate me in my commu- 
nity. | feel connected to this man. His honesty is also inviting to me, 
because just as he cried to Jesus from a point of uncertainty, so can |. 


The unnamed man in the story speaks for me, and speaks for all of us. 
This man was aware of his doubt. Acknowledging it before Jesus was a 
move toward further strengthening his faith. Our doubt does not go 
away by denying if. But by acknowledging it, facing it, perhaps even 
embracing it, our faith can be strengthened. Faith and doubt co-exist. 
They compete for the same space. They share a spectrum. 


|!am proud of this issue of The Testament. What follows are both visual 
and literary pieces depicting the honesty with which each of these con- 
tributors wrestle with issues of faith and doubt. Their honesty, like the man 
with the sick child before Jesus, is both reassuring and inviting. 


For the editors, 
Bart Norman 
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What To Write? 


Kent Annan, M.Div. Midadler 


Waxing eloquent about faith and doubt is deceivingly facile, as some suave 
French writer probably quipped sometime. Always aspiring to impress café connois- 
seur types, | present my take. Actually, waxing eloquent about faith and doubt is 
near impossible, but the two words are of such a substance that the picker-up of pen 
or tap-tapper of keys who displays a few lines about colliding light and darkness, reve- 
lation and mystery, sight and blindness, tension and hope, appears to be a genius. 


Frankly, the only reason to admit doubt is that doubt is so sexy. Otherwise self- 
exposure hurts too much: | might be the lion and the scarecrow, but | am not the tin 
man. 


Compared to faith, doubt has seductive darkness. Everyone looks better in a 
smoky, dim-lit bar than under the florescent of a doctor’s waiting room. If you’re look- 
ing for love but missing that edge, then it’s high time for confession. Late night prefer- 
ably; knock, knock, knock. Uncover deep down doubts. Undress. Figuratively. Show 
something from the shadows. (Limited) vulnerability makes you lovable. However, this 
plan seemed more efficient than door to door: appeal to a broad target audience 
via The Testament. 


| hoped to write a story of an anguishing wrestle with the dark side. | would 
have written under the guise of humility while subtly portraying myself as epic hero. 
Grand finale would have poetically pronounced my embrace of doubt as part of 
faith. Trust me, with welling eyes of sympathy you would have been impressed. 


But | got nowhere. Zilch. So | share the stunted ideas. If you want to steal one 
of the following ideas and write your own story (as we all steal from other sources to 
bring validation and order to life), | only ask that in exchange you take me out for 
either a beer (draught of doubt) or a wine (sip of faith). 


First. Scene is beautiful lvy-sorawling Campus: 

Doubt is the can‘t-quite-understand-her-but-she’s-got-something-going-on 
woman everyone wants to date. Leather one day, short flower-print Laura Ashley the 
next. Fun made poignant by the pain. Faith, wearing something nondescript, is the 
theoretical marriage option for some future year. “Wise choice my boy....” In reality, 
everyone merely flirts with them both. No one wants more than a kiss. 10 seconds 
max. No tongue. Don’t dare look into the eyes of either, it will take your breath 
away. 


Next, Scene is just around the corner: 

Faith and Doubt walking up from a lower parking lot while discussing the signifi- 
cance of so many channels. The plot of this story would be to explore who was in 
favor of free cable and who was against. If Jesus is coming back via satellite waves, 
then Faith is pleased. Doubt is happy because the pictures of abandoned Latin- 
Americans, starving Africans and hollow-eyed Asians are beamed into every room 


(continued on next page) 
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provoking constant personal crises about the radical nature of evil demonstrated by 
suffering children (irrelevant aside: this suffering might have been partially alleviated 
by the coin spent on satellite dishes and cable service), a big boost to Doubt. In con- 
clusion, maybe they both think if a bad idea because no one has enough room for 
either Faith or Doubt when brains are filled with 41 channels of noise. 


Finally. Scene is large open field where people once killed each other: 

Faith and Doubt are together under moonlight. I’m not sure where this story 
was to go, but there is plenty of fodder--ftouching each other, arm in arm, ambiguous 
whether fighting or loving, wrestling or dancing--to produce imagery worthy of admir- 
ing comments like: “wow, that’s really deep.” 


Thanks, | feel safe (and sexy) again. Now | can sleep in the arms of both Faith 
and Doubt tonight. I’m scared to be alone with either. m= 
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| Remember... 
Rachel Frey, M.Div. Junior 


| remember God 
And God was a man 
Because that was what | was taught. 


| remember God 
And God was good 

- all good 

- incapable of any bad. 
That was what | was taught. 


But | remember Bad. 

And it must have been my fault. 
God was good; 

Bad had to have been me. 

ls that what | was taught? 

| remember guilt. 

| remember shame. 


Yeah, | remember God. 


THE TESTAMENT, NUMBER 3, 1997-1998 5 





Prayer and Reply 


Beth Crawford, M.Div. Senior 


Into your hands, Lord, | commend my spirit. 
Feed my sheep. 

Into your hands, Lord, | commend my spirit. 
Sow and reap. 

Into your hands, Lord, | commend my spirit. 
Bear your cross. 

Into your hands, Lord, | commend my spirit. 
Suffer loss. 

Lord, what of rest, of peace, of sanctuary? 
Lord, what of safety, calm, and clarity? 
My child, the road is hard and scarred you will be, 
But my hands too are scarred 

And they will carry thee. 


Artwork by Amber Green, M.Div Senior 
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It is 3:21 a.m., January 20, 1998 


I, Brent Driggers, M.Div. Senior 
Your holiday is now officially over, and | sit on my sofa and channel surf. 


A psychic tells me my future is bright. 

A slut tells me to call her for fun. 

A commercial tells me | can be the next Jordan. 
A salesman tells me to buy his crap. 


And then | click to your face, 

A black and white image, 

sweat falling from your brow. 

Arms outstretched - you embrace your people in Love. 


Your voice calls me from the screen like a prophet. 


It does not tell me my future is bright. 

It does not tell me to call you for fun. 

It does not tell me to be the next Jordan. 
It does not tell me to buy your crap. 


Your voice calls me from the screen like a prophet. 


It tells me to wake up from my video slumber, 
to take of my Bull Connor hat, 
to take off my Jim Clark badge, 
to take off my white Klan sheet, 


to put down my Memphis gun. 
| reach out to you, and | kiss your resurrected image. 
| long to free you from the shackles | locked you in. 
to free you from the clubs | beat you with. 
to free you from the cross | nailed you to, 
| long to feel the embrace of your arms, 


to feel the warmth of your kiss, 
and to walk with you in Love... “at last”. 
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Artwork by Bruce Pike, M.Div. Middler 
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ls God? 


Bruce Pike, M. Div. Middler 


ls God? 

lam 

therefore, | think 

about self thinking 

about others thinking 
about wholly other thinking 
about holy other thinking 
about my thinking 

about the world 

burning turning in circles. 
That’s how | know... 


JL TINK. 

But if... 

But if... 

SISIh esac 


or someone like him. 
“And if so, how so?” 
loso facto, of course, 
a rose is a rose and 
a horse is a horse! 
That is, fit is. 

You see? 

Not me. 


See, | cannot see. 
Feel | cannot feel, 
but | am, | think, 
in the blink of a blind eye. 
Blind am |. 

Holy other, 

will you heal me? 
Will you heal my will 
if it be your will? 
You will? 

Then | know !1am 
Whole. 

Holy. 

God, it’s good! 
God is good! 
God is. 

Is the thought 
clear? 

| doubt if, 

but not God. 
God is. 


a 
£ 
& 
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A Prayer 


(a response to Elie Weisel’s Nighf) 
Bryan Riley, M.Div. Senior 


How do | believe in you? 
You in the silent blue sky 
Looking down on the bonfire-pyre of babies 
While the beige-clad mob take 
their target practice on the offspring of humanity 
and humanity’s innocence is left to hang and die? 
And you look down— 
Do you cry? 
mourn? 
moan? 
smile? 
laugh? 
give a damn? 
Are you moved by the prayers 
of your people on their death march as they mumble 
Yitgadal veyitkadach shme raba 
through their bile-filled mouths? 
Those words of prayer and praise tumble forth 
and | wonder why the hell they’re praying anyway. 


How do |! believe in you? 

The thought of you is overbearing 
and you are too horrible. 

And then in my mind | go back: 


Back to St. Paul’s surrounded by Mozart and under the dome 
as the priest lays the wafer on my tongue and whispers 
“The body of Christ.” 


Back to my grandfather singing “| love to tell the story” 

Long after he was too old and too sick to keep telling the story 

and sometimes too old and too sick to remember what the story was 
but never too old nor too sick to know that the story was important. 


And even back to that old fashioned revival meeting 
in that little Baptist church so far east in Kentucky 
that any further east would have been west 

when | found myself at the altar getting saved 

from all of my seven-year-old sins. 


And | remember and my heart gets warm 
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and maybe it doesn’t have to be either or 

and probably is both and 

and | know that | don’t know 

but | know that it doesn’t matter 

and “| believe in God, the Father, almighty, maker of heaven and earth” 
tumbles out of my mouth before | can do anything to stop it 

and | ask myself what the hell else | could say anyway. m= 





The Great Cosmic Play 


Michael Mann, M.Div. Junior 


Faith is watching this never-ending, Absurdist play, fully believing that 
even at the most absurd moments there is a producer, playwright, direc- 
tor, and guild of actors all working to communicate a message that 
impacts the lives of the viewers (and my life in particular). 


| form my own notions on what this chaotic mess seems to be, what the 
message from if all really is; sometimes | think I’m right (for maybe one 
scene) but most of the time my own small-minded idiosyncrasies keep 
me from understanding the gist of the Great Cosmic Play. 


But | keep watching—bushy eyebrows slanted over searching eyes, ears 
straining at every line, neck elongated, back straight, teeth grinding, 
temples pounding, mind racing to catch every detail, even when it 
makes no sense, fully hoping to learn, to understand; so that somehow | 
might have a connection, an understanding, of this play, its message, 
and the ones who have set if into motion. 


iz 
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SOMETIMES IN THE DEAD OF NIGHT 


Billy Webster M.Div. Junior 


(PART ONE) 


sometimes in the dead of night 

a knocking heard on neighbor doors 
sent a shiver down my spine 
suddenly my bed was pine 


voices in the dead of night 

some who once had talked of God 
true, their lips dripped heaven's words 
but sounded of the great absurd 


suddenly my nature seemed 

bent beyond my sense of self 
peaking ‘round the corner’s edge 
was heaven ’s final privilege 


i wanted time inside my brain 
picturing my younger life 

teacher took my empty hands 

and filled them full of ancient plans 


with my fingers full of fruit 
promises of ages past 

the blessed son of Israel 

was wearing heaven's paper shell 


Zion let me heed your call 

gather ‘round the tribes of twelve 
where the milk and honey flows 
there we dip our broken toes 


but every dream of Kingdom found 
burned up in the dead of night 
took my tree and left the roots 
gathered up my fallen fruits 


still it Tasted sweet like wine 
forty days and forty nights 
wilderness we did not choose 
there a sticky Manna-noose 


hanging from the tree of life 


Adam waiting for our necks 
“surely mother won't allow” 
“Eve is with the seroent now” 


all at once i understood 

asked a soldier for his pen 

and every time i wrote God’s name 
someone's child burst into flames 


asked the soldier reason’s for 
rifle butts and broken skulls 
mothers children never see 
fathers drowned in misery 


sisters playing reaper’s whore 
children praying for their death 
soldier answered “is it odd 

that you ask me instead of God?” 


“Pharaoh came to play with you 
Canaan was a nursery rhyme 
this is why the sea is red 
bleeding Israel, God is dead” 


“part the waters if you must 
heavy is the load you bring 
voices like a lonely flute 
baskets full of rotten fruit” 


quickly then | dropped it all 
and in the time it took to crash 
someone killed the blood in me 
God was hanging from the tree 


PART TWO 

around that time i fell to sleep 
kicked my dreams for many years 
when 1 woke my arms were free 
somehow God had split in three 


two of him had saved the third 
life was dancing to his song 


(continued on next page) 
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but | was full of human love 
and youth was all that i sang of 


turned my back on gods of death 
being fresh with spring’s rebirth 

all that was fo fill my pride 

i gathered up and pushed aside 


i let my uncle serve the church 

with wealth that could have come to me 
laughed at those who shook their heads 
and uttered prophesies of dread 


for forty years and forty nights 

i tio-toed deftly through the knives 
never did they bleed me dry 

i kept dancing up too high 


true my blood still thickly flowed 
my husband never wore if thin 

but dancing shadows never shout 
and silence wore the friendship out 


youth’s a drug that seems so fine 
we drink it faster than it comes 
and he who was so dear to me 
was now my mortal enemy 


so i had convinced myself 

for if in life’s reflection he 

had shown in mirrored steps so well 
then i myself created hell 


and blamed it all on nothingness 

i pulled the blankets over head 
and everyone who whispered “life” 
cut themselves and hid the knife 


maybe i had come too far 
maybe i had never left 

sitting in my window seat 

my reflection watched the street 


saw in couples young in love 
what they could not comprehend 
all they gave was gone for good 


in its place a hunger stood 


hunger swallowed every light 

and left the darkened corners Out 

that was where they’d spend their days 
to wander through their Godless maze 


two so close must then become 
a truth the other tries to kill 

then no matter who they see 
has grown into an enemy 


hands that once caressed the neck 
choke and break and leave no mark 
seeds you think your lover’s sown 
have been planted by your own 


in the dusk i turned from that 
turned from him and turned on me 
sometime in the dead of night 

i heard the sound of heaven’s light 


softly singing on the waves 
like a rock i'd thrown so far 
somber notes i'd played before 
gently washed up on the shore 


covered in the blood of storm 
many hands had touched its core 
rolling swiftly through the moss 
gathered some then quickly lost 


held the rock up to my ear 
heard the screams of dying men: 
yet the loudest seemed to be 
coming up from Galilee 


not a sound came from the church 
its mental concentrations camps 
the convent in my uncle’s home 
was dryer than a servant’s bone 


i wished my family peace on earth 

and walked alone through heaven’s gate 
a cliff that overlooked the sea 

with God, my mortal enemy s 
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30th Street 


(Philadelphia, “the city of brotherly love”) 
Heather White, M.Div. Junior 


Your flesh, crossed 
with hanging power lines, 
Scarred 
by stripes of roadways— 
mocking robe 
of cables and asphalt 
lightning and thunder, 
seamless garment torn 
in shredded colors 
as they gamble for the pieces, 
Clutching fistfuls of bloody threads, 
righteously, they watch you, 
pinned by the ties of their Dower; 
your head bowed in shame, they mock: 


A\Y Ugly! “ul 
“Violent!” 
“Homeless!” 


Once called Love, 
now un-named 

by the brotherhood who made you 

with thorny grates that pierce the crowns 
of those who have no place to lay their heads. 
While the brothers, entertained by fear 
of pictures of the highway robbers 
featured on the evening news, 
shake their heads and wonder who 
would do such a thing. 
When real robbers wear Pharisee-masks 
and step aside and leave you bleeding 
on their way back home on the commuter highways. 


You mother of cities, 
bearing wounds of Our sin, 
| call you 
“Love.” 





The Editors would like to thank all those who contributed to this issue of The Testament. 
The next issue, our last for the academic year, will be entitled “Culture & Christ.” We 
encourage you to contribute any creative works that deal, however indirectly, with this 
subject. We are especially seeking visual art fo complement literary pieces. The deaa- 
line for submissions will be Wednesday, April 1st. 


The Testament is a creative outlet for expressions of theology and faith, 
produced by and for the Princeton Theological Seminary (PTS) community 
twice a semester. The views expressed in The Testament are not necessar- 
ily those of the editors or PTS. 


Editors: Bart Norman (SBN 472) 


Chad Mullet Bauman (SBN 336) 


Layout: Jodi Mullet Bauman 
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The editors would like to apologize for inadvertent 3 
omitting a line of Billy Wares coat God's Bits ie GOD S BITS OF STEEL 
Steel in our last issue. The poem should have been Billy Webster, M.Div. Junior 
printed as follows: 
every thing that surrounds us 
echoes with the creative power 
found within each human being 
little room now remains 
for any of God’s work 


we have stolen spotlights 
and we have buried deeply 
the truth of creation 

so better to worship ourselves 
in the dusk of our speculation 
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We are aware that the title of this issue, “Culture and Christ”, is redolent of H. 

Richard Niebuhr's classic, Christ and Culture. We chose the theme because it 
raises so many questions about what it means to be a Christian in the midst of 
the world, questions which Niebuhr only begins to answer. Art offen finds itself 
at center stage of such debates. Does art have a place in Christian faith? Is 


there value in art which is not explicitly Christian? How does one discern the dif- 
ference between art which contributes to faith and art which is just idolatrous or 
even blasphemous? Could art still have value even if some consider it blasphe- 
my? We have a difficult time answering such questions. These same questions 
could be applied to culture. One's feelings about art are often indicative of 
one's approach to culture. Listening only to Christian music indicates one view. 
sending one's tithe to the National Endowment for the Arts reflects another. Art 
is part of culture. But art is also inextricably part of our theology. From the cata- 
combs to the Seventh Ecumenical Council, from Dante (in whose tradition 
stands one of this issue's contributors) to C.S. Lewis, art and theology have inter- 
twined. For this reason a conversation on culture and Christ is especially appro- 
priate in The Testament, a magazine of creative art for the people of a Christian 
community. We hope you will enjoy reading as our contributors raise and con- 
sider the difficult questions inherent in such a discussion. 


For the editors, 
Chad Mullet Bauman 
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Petifes Pensees 
Obviously not by Pascal, but not so obviously by Kent Annan, M.Div. Middler 


Christ asks: “Who do you say that | am?” Response: “Some say you are 
Bill Gates, others say Paula Jones, and still others say you are Leonardo 
DiCaprio.” 


| tyoed “christ” into some Internet browsers: 175,176 hits and 420,751 web 
pages. But! was too busy to check them out and 
the screen was getting blurry, so | went back to my 
room and took a nap. 


Most of what most people say Is useless chatter to 





fill up silence. Same with culture; not so with Christ. 


In both Christ and culture, | find both despair and hope. 


Sex. Violence. Money. Sex and violence paid for at the movies. When 
Jesus spent so much time with prostitutes and centurions and tax collec- 
tors, America thought he was giving the blueprint for establishing a soci- 
ety. 


Christ says, “Come to me, all you who are weary and heavy burdened, 
and | will give you rest.” Culture says, “Come to me, all you who are 
weary and heavy burdened, and | will give more 
weariness and heavier burdens... and two weeks 
paid vacation.” 


When Christ visited the Museum of Modern Art in 
New York, he said, “You finally understand the prob- 





lem that | solved 2000 years ago.” 


(continued on next page) 
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| saw Jesus on t.v. today, and for $19.95 plus ship- 
ping and handling he’s mine. In four to six weeks I'll 
finally be saved. 





When a man acts redemptively and then stands 
with arms outstretched, theologians and seminary students interpret with 
reference to a profound messianic archetype. Everyone else knows that 
he just scored a touchdown. 


Christ is only understood through culture, as people are only understood 
through their childhoods and libidos. 





Christ is a ‘limited time, while supplies last’ coupon for a loss-leader : 
described with charitable language by store owners (conservatives). 

Christ is an all-affirmiiig, self-indulgent-support-group-leading teddy bear 

described with liberation language by mirror vendors (liberals). 


Inventing a culturally relevant Christ is as irrelevant 
as inventing a new way to kiss. 


“For Christ’s sake!” Either you just stubbed your toe, 





or you finally understand the purpose of culture. 


We must be saved by a Christ who Is from 1st century Jewish culture, 
transferred through Hellenistic culture, passed down via 2000 years of 
various cultures, translated into 21st century postmodern culture, and 
then return to this fragmented culture with culture-transforming intent, so 
that others can understand within their own culturally conditioned para- 
digms what the hell we’re talking about. Jesus help us. = 
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My Favorite Relative 
Chris Griggs, M.Div. Junior 


Trends. Has it run its course? 
We have run hours. 
A new criticism? 
When did we move into this beach-front house? 
A new criticism indeed. 


“That's just not where it’s at anymore.” 
Today’s truth tentacle. 
And where | am going you too can come. 
lam the man born blind. 


Disillusioned, disenchanted, marginalized. 
An ironic distance. 
Who among us carries the myrrh? 
A Gnostic Paradise. 
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The Joke 


Bruce Pike, M. Div. Midadler 


“Jesus walked into a bar...” 


He’d never do that! You can’t tell that old joke! 
You must be so careful ‘bout the fun that you poke. 
They should nail up those people with their words that surprise - 
The one’s we've replaced with straw men to despise. 
Heaven forbid that it’s us He’d transform! 
Jesus’ job is to bend, to adapt and conform 
To our own expectations of what He’s about... 
A champ of the captive, as some say, no doubt! 
But others proclaim He’s prosperity’s horse. 
It depends on which Scripture we Choose as Our source. 
He’s German, Australian, He’s Gentile, a Jew, 
He’s Black, He’s Hispanic... We thought that you knew! 
Can‘t you see in the pictures we‘ve painted? Come, come! 
A blind man could see where our God is from! 
He plainly gives favor to a bold Irish stew! 
No, spaghetti! No, borscht! No, it’s fish, chips and brew! 
Filet of Mignon... or dumpster delight... 
Our Jesus, He eats with whomever we like! 
Right wing or left wing or middle-of-the-road, 
It’s amazing to think He could carry those loads. 
So we make Jesus narrow; it’s our fignt He must win, 

- And if He won't serve us, there’s no room at our inn. 
See, some expect Jesus to get rid of Rome, 
While others expect Him to leave the Empire alone. 
And still others expect Him to hang there and die... 
But we all expect Jesus to enlist on our side 
Whether dripping of affluence, or cold, tired and poor, 
Before a warm fire or outside a locked door. 
Even dictators claim, “On our side He is!” 
But the question remains, would they be on His? 
SO we Choose up Our sides and our own comfort zones, 
And then call fo our Jesus to help cast our first stones. 
He’s our sacred mascot, and the flag that we wave, 
No matter which cause, state or history we’d save. 
Our culture’s our Currency and our rate of exchange, 
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Used to buy our own Jesus as balm for our pain. 

Ask Peter. Ask Judas. Ask Pilate what's true; 

He’s nothing like anyone they ever knew. 

But as our understandings and credos collide, 

It’s Our Customized Jesus who's along for the ride. 

Joshua still asks his question: which side do we choose? 

Might the real Jesus win? Might human ends lose? 

Then which wood for His cross? What size nails would we use... 
..if Jesus walked into a bar? = 





“A Cloak of Many Colors” 
Bruce Pike, M. Div. Middler 
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IAT TVAM AST’ 


a victorious torero 
por calmidali 


Look into the mirror, check carefully. 

shoes. Pants pulled tight. Culo like a lunch box. 

Now front: shoes again, black trousers shining, little dust, 
large package, small waist, shirt sootlessly white. 
Vest straight. Jeweled wonder, el traje de luces. 7 
Muleta in hand. Practice a few runs. ° 
Hair back in a perfect knot. Montera, bien. 


Pursed lips: Yes, | do look good, don’t I. 
Esta la hora. Bueno, empezamos. 4 
Paseillo ° 


Breathe in, arid June day. El Domingo Madrileno. 
They are processing out, line up at the rear. 

First day for the traje de luces in Ventas. ° 

Dios me ayuda, cross self. 7 

Check montera. 


March in file. 

Pass the picaro with his large spear, como el Papa. 

It has always been odd to me how closely the 
spear’s head resembles the crucifix. 

Wave. 


Out of sombra into the sol. 3 

Eyes adjusting. 

It’s only half full. 

What did you expect one week after San Isidro, eh? ” 


Still, | wanted more to see my first time. More glory, more fame. 


Smile and raise hands (bendiciones). 
Primer Tercio '? 
The Trumpet. The Handkerchief. 7’ 
| climb behind the wood shield. 
The bull runs into the ring. 530kg. Negro Bragado. 
A fitting bull, completely black except 
one spot of white imperfection 
just between the shoulders. 
Black bull charges fast at the rider. 


Spear punctures. It is weakened only slightly. /4 
Good. 





~ Red and Black mingle. 


_ when it is on its back. 






7 | 
S 


| have always been surpris 


It is not So much red as a lien 
mine, but just on his back if} 


| | wonder if my blood was Thy 
| Mama is watching there fre 
| Maria-Josefa should be th 
| Carmen. 





C 
wr, 


Vale. 





Teilt 


= 


Blanco, Negro. 
Loved, Damned. 
Sacrifice, Priest. 
Yami, Yama. 
You, Me. 
Control. 

Hit with pricks. 


It is Time. 


We move into the center o 

his eyes glazing over fas 
Smell his breath, feel his ble« 
| touch his side. “3 
Turning: red, black, white, 
sol, sombra, all into One 
Olé. 


One more pass. 
Turning, swirling. 
| master you. 
Lucha. 

Contra. 















¥ liquid the bull’s blood looks 


Bick. The blood is as red like 


hing, holding our secret | 


My turn. Make him come at me. 
jJe! jJe! 

iVenga Marica! 

1 control the bull. 
Running, passes by. Olé 
Get close. Feel his heat. 
Make it look good. 

They want a show. 

‘Not too much now, 
Save some for later. 

olé. 19 


sgundo "4 
Different. 
Machismimo, Marica. 
Wealth, Pride. © 
God, Beast. 
| Enveloped, Solitary. 
| Sane, Insane. 


Duda 
Fo, 75 
r Tercio 
ing, 
Mas Cerca. 


| want to feel your breath, 
to have it become mine. 
You are tired. 

Let’s end it. 

Olé. — 
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| control. 
jJa! 


Olé. (Ovacidn). 


Up higher, higher on my toes - 
above his head, go right, now left. 
Eyes focused between the horns. 
white spot - hit and be done. 


He runs at me. iMarcal! jPerfecto! 


El rabo mio, orejas dos. 


Out of the way. One hit, he dies. 


Go, left, no right. 
No. 

Dios Mio. 
joantiago! 
jMaria! 
jsocorreme! 


The world, seems slower. 
Still Moving, falling, backwards. 
Feel its head on my body. 


You didn't do it right. 
jlonto! 

You should have hit further down. 
Go to him, don’t let him come to you. 
Can’‘t close my eyes. 

Can’‘t shut it out. 

My failure. 

My shame. 
| fall. 


jlonto! 


| see him. 
His eyes are almost popping outT. 
See the white around his glassy, dark center. 
| see something reflected there. 
It’s me. 


| didn’t ask for this, you know. 
| just wanted to kill you, 
one blow - it was supposed to be easy. 
The glory, the fame, if was ours. 
Damned bull. 
| guess you didn’t ask for it, either. 
Forced into this ring to fight with me. 


(continued on next page) 
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Tradition, padres, picadores, they all went before us, 
kept us apart until now. 
| never loved you. You were just in my way. 
And now I've gotten in your way. 
We are together. 


It was supposed to be a fight. 
| was supposed to win. 
Make it look graceful, easy, bespeckled with glory. 

To triumph over something larger than me. 
To control. 
Certainty. 

A quest to know. | 

There was supposed to be an answer. 


| see the sky now. 
iMaria! 
joantiago! 
iMaricas todos! 
You never helped me - 
| went to your cathedrals to find you 
and now...you f-----g left me. 


It was to be your victory, for you. 
| only wanted to do what you wanted. 
The world was ours. 
We won, 
Jesus g~Me has desamparado? !¢ 


You could have, you know. 
With just one finger you could have saved us both. 
Call the angels of heaven. 
Settle down, enjoy life. 
But we made our Hell instead. 


Funny how similar we are. 


We die the same. 

We were born yet not born. 
Always grasping, always reaching. 
Here but never here. 
Perhaps they will remember me, too. 





What if | did nothing wrong? 


What if | did no wrong? 
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What if | don’t need you? 
Excuse my questions, the rambling thoughts of a dying man. 


You are me, then, dying in this ring. 
lam you, going up to be with my father. 


The horn in my navel. 
| fall, he is over me. 
He will crush me. 
Atman es Brahman, como he oido. 
The wheel turns on me. 


Padre Nuestro quien esta en los cielos, 
But | am you. 
santificado sea su nombre 
And You are Me. 


Eyes open, no alr. 
Only black above. 
Obscurity. 
Endless nothingness. — 


1 “That-thou-art’; “You are that” (from Hinduism, Chandogya Upanisad). 

2A traje de luces (suit of lights) is the spectacular, many-jeweled vest worn by the toreros in a bullfight. 

3 The Muleta is the cape the torero uses in bullfighting. 

4 “It's time” (mas o menos). Well, let's begin. All italicized words are spoken words, others are thought (by the torero himself). He has been vainly 
admiring himself in the mirror to prepare for his bullfight. 

5 The procession to begin a bullfight. All the participants parade into the Corrida de Toros (Bull ring), rank indicated by place in formation. First the 
toreros. Last, waiting at the gate, horsed riders with large spears (picaros). 

6 The torero (bullfighter) is a obviously a bit nervous because it is his first day to fight in the corrida de toros in Ventas. Ventas is the most famous 
corrida de toros in Spain (y lo mejor en todo el mundo). He seems to be distancing himself from the current situation, as if trying to insulate himself 
from the task in front of him (and therefore, muttering certain commands to himself). 

7 God help me. (the torero is Catholic, like 97.3% of other people in Spain). 

8 Sombra is the shadow. Sol is the sun. There are two divisions where people may sit in a corrida de toros: one is in the comfortable Sombra sec- 
tion (shaded) and the other is the cheaper, more rowdy Sol section. 

9 San Isidro is a festival held during May and June where the finest bullfighters come to Ventas to fight. Apparently the torero is disappointed at the 
attendance because many people thought it would be a boring bullfight. | also notice a slight sense of schizophrenia developing within the torero’s 
psyche which may be the result of some childhood malfeasance inflicted upon him. 

10 In Bullfighting, there are three main parts called tercios (“thirds”). In the first, the bull is brought out and stuck with a large spear by a man on a 
horse called a picador. It is usually gory. It is also where the torero makes a few practice runs with the bull, using a large pink and yellow cape. 

11 The governor of the corrida de toros (he controls what goes on there) signals his intentions with a handkerchief. 

12 If a bull is injured too heavily during the first part then the crowd will hiss and whistle signifying that another bull is needed. That not being the 
case here, our torero has found his bull. : 

13 Olé is a Spanish word signifying that a crowd is pleased with a torero - usually due to the close proximity of the bull to the torero during these 
passes. It is can also be used as a slang word for Gringo dogs who do not know Spanish. 

14 It is during this phase of the bullfight that the bull’s back is continually pricked with 6 colorful banderillas. This is done so that the head of the bull 
is lowered to more easily run into the matador (a.k.a. torero). It is the final buildup to the “third third” where the matador fights the bull with his cape 
and finally stabs it with a small, curved sword called an estoque. 

15 Machismo is Masculinity. Marica is a bit opposite of that. “Duda” is doubt. “Fe” is faith. 

16 Who are you? Why do you invade my dying thoughts? I’ve had to explain my thoughts every time you read me. 

| am dying in this ring while you sit comfortably in your seat. Do you want to know me as | die? jMaricas! 

What do you hope to learn from me? Are you wanting to learn something about yourself? 

Go back to your books. Go back to your mirrors. Go fight your bulls. 
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Anne Hopkins, M.Div. Junior 


You wear your heart 
on your disembodied face. 
Hanging flush against the wall, bored 
Vie mialsm @)(elele\VaV(e aval ceVier 
you are the buffalo for Prozac. 


Was it your solendor that demanded 
W{@)6| ae (=1@} ia ieee B)(@ IAV(e)0] ai -4||(>)arexe)aaiomla) 
close enough to feel the softness 
of your moist, black nose, rock-hard 
now from the careful preservation 
that saved you, brought you to grace 
lial ele | ag 
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combed and moussed fo match your 
beard. Under sooty horns upturned 
like Caesar’s laurel crown, 
your tranquil eyes do not scream out 
they are made of glass—expertly, so 
one forgets your soul 
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Not for you the dignity of the brave 

sending his arrow to feed a tribe, 
warm his loved ones. You serve 
ole Bi-iaa)ia\e(~\ gare me lomale)aatoy 
fill the bird feeder, 
alle migi-meleren 








THE TESTAMENT, NUMBER 4, 1997-1998 13 


Sister 
Pauline J. Sexton, M.Div. Senior 
| sit in the sun—out of the way 
unseen 
unnoticed 
My breasts ache 
suckling twin boys 
drain me and demand more 


The other children gaze at the world 
moving by with disregard 


My daughters what have | birthed you to? 
Struggle and sacrifice 
bodily pain and numbing existence 
“Blessed is the fruit of your womb” 
Does that apply to me? 
El Shaddai 
Nurturing Breast 


Suckling God 


Suckle me! 
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The Divine Tragedy. 


Steven James Saia, M. Div. Junior 
Inferno (Visions). 


Canto |: A city is ao Hell that breaks 
a heart willing to be broken. 
A heart smothered in Gold is impenetrable 


Walking out of this dark wood of error, 
down through down through down through 
a hard tunnel of lights which blind away the darkness all around. 


Canto II: Turning Spiraling Where? into a circle 
where thin finger-like stalactites hang 
from an icy iron ceiling over puddles of filth and wreckage. 


Steps wind around pillars of old stone 
onto a wide landing where bodies mummified 
in blankets and old sweaters lie huddled in corners. 





They come to life df for but a brief while) 
to receive a new kind of bread and wine 
in paper bags and cups, to push back Sheo/ another day. 


4 
; 
/ 
3 
i 
; 


| walk through a dripping portal 
(with no sign of warning to leave hope behind) 
and look out to a world of towered lights that do not shine this far. 


Canto Ill: Descending again, this time to a forest bound 
in by steel and rock, my Guide bids me speak, but 
my tongue is silenced by emotions that have never found expression. 


Over a bridge with no rails fo hold-dark into dark- 
the moon mockingly provides illumination to emptiness. 
A cat peers on, but even she lacks the curiosity to stay long. 


Canto IV: Treading on, up to a wall that forbids invasion. 
Hiding behind it through tiny cracks | see a deep pit, 
but in full view are vistas that go on forever in every direction (but down). 


There are church steps and a box 
which guards away cold for a man nursed by sleep, 
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while buildings stretch higher (even higher!) as if to escape the ground 
where the boxes lie. 


Canto V: Down, then, into the street’s belly, to reveal a corridor of lights 
and plastic art as though to paste over gloom. Waiting there are two: 
one who thanks and earns passage; 
another spitting out the anger which eats him away. 


Then again, there are some pulling warmth from the city’s hot breath, 
and somehow they find compaares to share 
and ease the lonely misery: Have you gloves to spare? 


Canto VI: There are walls of boxes and houses along walls, 
and carriages and bags and wearing their worlds on their shoulders. 
There is compassion (still!) for a wife, a sister, and a friend too petrified 
to help himself. 


There are smiles (yet!) and some bright eyes, 
though often the help to get through nights of wind and frost 
is NO brother or sister (such is the new éika1oovvn)-but dog, cat, and cigarette. 


Purgatorio (reflections). 


Canto |: And These here, what are These? 
Are they eager young faces? Are they filled up 
with naive self-righteousness from good deeds done? 


Canto Il: Or are their hearts broken and broken again, 
with sights they’ve been shielded to see? 
What's this, a new emotion? Only my tears can testify. 


Canto Ill: Where have they come from, these Saints? 


And to where will they return? To glittering Gold banquet halls?- 
or to knees to cry, “My God, my God, why hast thou Not forsaken Me?” 


Paradiso (revelations). 

Canto |: Goats and Sheep, and rich Camels 
dressed in safe obliviousness. 
Wasn't it He? = 


(For Ruth, Ryan, Chris, Scott, John, Russ, Gavin, and Ashley, 21 February 1998). 


This is the last issue of The Testament for the school year. The editors would like to thank 
all those who contributed their creative work to The Testament throughout the year. We 
would also like to thank those who took the time to read our magazine. We hope you 
have been challenged, provoked and entertained. Next year, The Testament will be 
edited by Kent Annan, Kristi Uoson and Michael Mann. Please direct your comments, 
questions and support to them. 


The Testament is a creative outlet for expressions of theology and faith, 
produced by and for the Princeton Theological Seminary (PTS) community 
twice a semester. The views expressed in The Testament are not necessar- 
ily those of the editors or PTS. 


Editors: Bart Norman (SBN 472) 


Chad Mullet Bauman (SBN 336) 


Layout: Jodi Mullet Bauman 


The Testament© 
NUMBER 4, 1997-1998 

















avis 


a 





: 
ae Ri 


~ is 


7 > o, a ae He 
i] «bie ing ‘ A 
eb" is : i . 4 
i P ‘ 
Fi in i 
1” , 
| oe 
> 
¢ 
* 
; 
hs 
: 
: 
a 
a) a 
me , 
, 
- 
po 
( 
. t : . 
ij f 
me ; ‘ 
Jon Le ‘ } 1 
4 ly ms, 
Me Ws) Mh 
igh Us 
y it 1 ‘ 
“é es 
7 9 oy Wy, ‘i } 7 
ah te my 
» , hak , Nagle 
ok eek © 
vat T " : 2 , tv 
m A. me ' a 2 
Soba Ae Weve 
Ne VG Ny a . a 
} ave i: oe 4 7 4 
~y oY my 4 
a a 
\ 3 a 7 ft o \ 
Vy) | 
Fra eel 
Fe, eee t, 


CL 





it 


12 0146 


FOR USE IN LIBRARY ONLY 
PERIODICALS 





Fer use in Library enty 


EL LLCO COLL nnn Ln a eens 


era 


tome 
TT cer sare puasbagtenc ier amen enn a= 
Sarl ee ir ce meg eet ae oe 


So ieee ae were ml ge 
Fongaipie ean tear yearn 
ane SiS ge wt ee a NS f er) 
a ee eee AIR od - Sa 
oP PER Re een ne ee 8 en ee ee mene 
5 Lan a EO RO SPT ne ens etadlen ng ne stig potter 


PN Sat A RS 
Pon re ee Zeentemisne ce = sermon 


oa eet aed Fe orent STe ee a Te 
nara own IE Om = 


eatin ttletiet etemintate” akelednd paiement 
Ft RT aged ar tr ate oe 


f eee ae eee er = 
ea Se EL AR MNT SCR EID TURMERIC RECS oR aT ee me 
ee ee ee aes EE eR OR ee I NT SO BITES RIN NTR RAN OT SI OT RR RE TS 
Fasten ue te Re ee ee ere ne SI Re TNR TNE mt ee ees = 
- : poaee As ee ~ Po ron eee eee oe ren Ns ete 
> : 
ee erry UR NP oe 





